33                                                                    Aluri Bairagi

into the despairs and yearnjngs
of the world,
into the sighs
of the disheartened residents
of the underground hells,
with the determination of ants
and with the patience of worms,
by chiseling this rock,
by penetrating this soil,
and this diplomacy,
visible and deceptive.
You go to the interior
of the underground shrine,
to the dull beating pulse
of this darkness
while piercing
the outer membrane of the eyes,
while conquering
every inch and every particle.
Only after knowing
the secrets of the deepest roots
can your ears hear
the first whispers of morning flowers;
only after the stop
of heavy rain of tears
can your eyes see
the paintings of rainbows;
only after crossing
the unbuilt fort of seven ramparts
can you find
the one-pillared mansion of the princess;
only after crossing
the desert of flying heaps of sand
can you catch
the ship at the port,
ready to sail